Life and Letters

are most delicate ; his sympathy is wide and
ready enough to enable him to allow its little
due of tenderness to every human suffering
and aspiration and joy, its little tribute of
easy tears to every soft landscape and every
forlorn relic of old endeavour, its little meed
of admiration to every heroic effort. But
all, all seem small to him and all are in danger
of that fatal epithet so suitable to the pastorals
of Watteau and the engravings of Eisen, but,
however effective at first sight, so misplaced
and inadequate when applied to the deep
realities of life. He can, in his own colours,
recreate the past; he is learned in it, and he
has an affection for it. But he deals with the
present as he deals with the past, looking at
it from above, with an ironic tenderness and
a tender irony. Sometimes, since the living
are alive and kicking as the dead are not, he
finds that his puppets hit back at him ; he
cannot (being human) like that, and he has
not yet sufficiently recovered his balance to
find the French Symbolists charming. But
even if he did he would emotionally miss,
though he might intellectually apprehend, the
essential in them, just as in this book he misses
the essential in the best of the Anti-Drey-
fusards. He is fair as far as he can be. He
no more palliates th$ corruption of financiers
and politicians (though he overlooks the
ridiculousness of rationalists) than he does
the stupidity and bigotry of soldiers, priests,
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